CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
| CAN'T NAG ALL THE TIME

Although Mollie did not speak of
‘her mother to me and neither has

Dick, | know they are both worTying
about getting her settled after Mollie
is married. "

Dick does not dare broach the sub-
ject to me for fear 1 will absolutely
refuse to have his mother with me—
which [ will

Perhaps that is a sign that 1 do not
love Dick enough, but I simply can-
not be made utterly miserable by hav-
ing someone always with me who
gets on my nerves as does Mother
Waverly.

Mollie, dear girl, will help out in
any way she possibly can, but how
to reconcile her mother to the best
plan in the problem.

Mother Waverley's first inclination
is to say “no” always, no matter what
you suggest.

It is & sad commentary, little book,
on the desires and hopes of femmn-
inity when an old woman must make
herselfl undesirable and hopeless,

So many pecple pity an old man
when the wife, who has lived with
him 80 many years, dies. They say
“4en’t it too bad that he is left; he was
so dependent upon his wife; he will be
50 lonely” and yet 1 have never seen
an old man who has seemed so miser-
able and who made those about him
so unhappy as have many of the old
women | have known.

An old woman does mot seem to
have anywhere to turn for comfort.
She does not even have the solace of
tobacco, she does not enjoy the news-
papers and can seldom find any inter-
est in reading. If she is not greatly
engrossed in her church she usually
turns to solitaire.

Of course, | am talking of the old
women like Mother Waverley. Dear,
dear, aunt Mary was never like that
She enjoyed life and we enjoyed her
up to the very end. Mrs. Selwin also
iz more interesting to me that any

(young woman I know.
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But both these women think, and
thinking, they do not make the whole
world and all the Inhabitants thereof
revolve around their little centered
salves, .

Mother Waverly Is always unhap-
p¥, because she Is always asking for
love which, no matter how much her
son and daughter try to deceive her
into thinking they give her, she
knows she does not get.

She thinks they ought to love her
because she is their mother, and she
will understand that we cannot love
people for the good they have dons,
we may respect and remember kind-
nesses, but love—real love—must
have something to feed upon, and a
very gluttonous individual is that lit-
tle God.

I wonder if a husband ever thinks
of this?

You see, little book, that wherever
1 start I always get back to husbands,
and by husbands, of course, 1 mean
Dick.

I expect Dick is the average sort of
a man who, having married, goes
about his other business or amuse-
ment with the idea back in his brain
that hig wife at home will always love
him for the way he made love in the
long ago.

I am quite sure that if Dick thinks
about it all, and it should davm on
him that I am the least unhappy he
puts it down either to my health. my
nerves or to the general foolishness
of women.

Sometimes [ think, little book, that
I will take you and give you into his
hands and for once let one husband
see just what one wife thinks—and
then | begin to tremble, for if I should
do this and he was bored by the read-
Ing—if he did not understand that it
was real—] think my heart would
break.

You must not think, litile book, be-
cause ] tell all these things to you,
that I am forever nagging Dick. We-




